Il6                          GOLDEN HORN

the brotherly gendarme came to my rescue, and gave me
a cigarette. May he have bliss in the gardens of Paradise !

At last we reached the police post. As we entered
through a dark passage, my rescuer noticed the gleam of
radium at my wrist : with a smile he detached my watch :
I hope he has it still.

A heavy door clanged behind us : our captivity had
begun : what had gone before had been more like a
scrum at rugger, with ourselves as the ball. We examined
our injuries and bruises, and I tried to dress the wounds on
the pilot's head, with little success, for our guardians
could provide nothing but dirty water and dirtier rags.

We discussed our future, and agreed that our best plan
was to be recaptured in Baghdad on the taking of the
city. To feign sickness would not be difficult : I felt as if
every bone in my body was broken.

Meanwhile, clamour and confused noises without
seemed to refer to us. On asking what the people were
saying, we were informed in pantomime that the Arabs
wanted to take our heads to the Turkish Commander-
in-Chief at Suleiman Pak, whereas the gendarmes were
pointing out that there would be greater profit and
pleasure in taking us there alive. We agreed.

Considering things calmly, we knew that we were
lucky. Except for some cuts and bruises, and a bump the
size of an apple on the pilot's head, we were safe and
sound. We had cut one telegraph line. Baghdad would be
taken soon. In a fortnight we would be flying again, and
what a funny story we would have to tell on our return !

Looking round that small mud room, it occurred to
me that this adventure was like being born again. Was
this what a baby felt about the world awaiting its ken ?